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I drink to you, sweet hetrt, so much as 

here is in, 
Desiring you to follow me, and do as I 

begin, 
And if you will not pledge me, you shall 

bear the blame ; 
1 drink to you with all my harre, if you 

will pledge the same. 

EPIGRAM. 
Says Dick to Moses (with a laugh) 
" Your ancestors adored a calf" — 
True, quoth the Jew, but then we're told, 
This calf was made of solid gold ; 
And thro' the world, friend Dick, you'll 

find 
Gold is the idol of mankind. 

TO A SEXTON. 

J FT thy wheel-barrow alone-, 

Wherefore, Sexton piling still, 
In thy bone-nofflse,, bone on- bone, 

'Tis already like a hilk 
In a field of battle made, 

Where three thousand sculls are laid, 
There, died in peace, each with the other, 

Father, sister, friend, and brother.- 

Mark the spot to which I point, 

From this plat-form eight foot square ; 

Take not ev'n a finder joint, 

Andrew's whole fire-side is there. 

Here alone, before thine eyes, 

Simon's sickly daughter lies; 

From weakness now, and pain defended, 

Whom he twenty winters tended. 

Look but at the gardner's pride, 
Ho-,v he glories, when he sees, 

Roses, lilies, side bv side ; 
Violets in families. 

By the heart of man, his tears, 

By h»s hopes, and by his fears, 

Thou, ok! i grey-beard, art the warden. 

Of a far superior garden. 

"f 'hus then, each to other dear, 

Let them all in quiet lie, 
Andrew, there, and Susan, here, 

Neighbour's in mortality. 
And should I live, thro' su<i and rain, 
Seven widow'd years, without my Jane ; 
© Sexton — do not then remove- her 
Let one Grave hold the lov'd and lover. 

__- A ' B ' 

HYMN." 

(BV MRS. R.. D.) 

" Tc are the Suit of the earth." 

53 ALT cf the earth, ve ?irtuous few, 



Who season human-kind ; 
Light of the world, whose cheering ray, 
Illumes the realms of mind. 

Where mis'ry spreads her deepest shade, 
Your strong compassion glows ; 

From your blest lips,the balm distils, 
That softens human woes. 

By dying beds, in prison glooms, 
Your frequent steps are found ; 

Angels of love !^.you hover near, 
To bind the strangers wound. 

You wash with tears the bloody page, 

Winch human crimes deform ; 
When vengeance threats,, your pray'r* 
ascend, 

And break the gathering storm. 

As down the summer stream of vice, 

The thoughtless many glide, 
Upward you steer your steady bark, 

And stem the rushing tide. 

Where guilt her foul contagion breathes* 

And golden spoils allure, 
Unspotted still your garments shi'i?, 

Your hands are ever pure. 

Whene'er you touch the poets lyre, 

A loftier strain is heard, 
Each ardent thought is yours alone, 

And every burning word. 

Your's is the large expansive thought, 

The high, heroic deed ; 
Exile and chain to you are dear, 

To you 'tis sweet to bleed. 

You lift, on high, the warning voice, 

When public ills prevail ; 
Yours is the writing on the wall, 

That turns the tyrant pale. 

The dogs of hell your steps pursue, 
With scoff, and shame, and loss ; 

The hemlock bowl 'tis yours to drain, 
To taste the bitter cross. 

Yet vours is all. ..thro' Histry's rolL ; , 

The kindling bosom feels ; 
And, at your tomb with throbbing heart, 

The fond enthusiast kneels. 

In every faith, thro* every clime, 

Your pilgrim steps we trace ; 
And shrines are drest, and temples rise, 

Each hallow'd spot to grace. 

And Paeans loud in ev'ry tongue, 

And choral hymns resound ; 
And lengtU'ning honours hand your nam!) 

To times remotest bound. 



